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plead with the old man, explaining that what I
wanted was not permission to stay in Mongolia but
merely the right to pass through the country, as
quickly as possible, to the Chinese frontier. The Said
listened impassively, then:

"Go back where you came from/' he said quietly.
"We want no Bolsheviks here.53

"But I am not a Bolshevik/51 cried. "I am not even
Russian/3

"Eeyachne mitne?" ("How can I tell?") returned the
old man with a shrug.

I knew then that It was all up with me. I staggered
out of the tent, dazed with despair.

As I came out into the open I was surrounded by a
curious crowd of soldiers. One half-naked Mongolian,
after benevolently eyeing me for a while, invited me
Into his tent.